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with them, loaded on a donkey. They arrived towards
nightfall, after the donkey had collapsed, and they had
been obliged to pile the rifles across their own saddles. In
the twilight they narrowly escaped being shot at by the
bandits' outposts. But they were recognized in time and
escorted to a cave, where they were hospitably received.
During the night three fully armed men entered the cave.
Mr. Russell and the priest woke up expecting to be mur-
dered immediately. But the three bandits had not come
to kill them. They were tired of their life with the gang
and wanted to escape to another province. Would the
missionaries give them letters of safe conduct to show to
the Government authorities? They also had another re-
quest: they wished to become Christians. But here a deli-
cate problem arose: how many were to be Baptists, how
many Roman Catholics? This the priest solved very sim-
ply by baptizing all three of them into the Roman Church.
Mr. Russell politely made no objection.
Next day both missionaries rode back to Yen-an. They
found the city authorities in high spirits. The mayor ex-
plained gleefully that they had played an excellent trick
on the bandits. The cartridges which they had sent them
had all been emptied of powder and the rifles damaged so
that they couldn't be used. Wasn't it clever? 'No,' said
Mr. Russell. 'Not clever at all. It was very stupid, and
I'm afraid you'll regret it.' The mayor laughed at his
fears. Even if the bandits did attempt reprisals, he said,
they would never be able to enter the town. A strong
force of Government troops were already on their way to
protect it.
But the Government troops never arrived and soon the
bandits returned. Coming home late one evening, Mr. Rus-
sell found several of their leaders sitting waiting for him
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